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Eat, Mr Fine Coat»
One day the (fodja>as invited to a banquet at the heme ef the muhtar. 
the meat important man in the t o ™  ef Akshehir. All day as he worked in 
his vineyard, he thought Kith relish ef the fine food and the good con­
versation ahead of him. But, alas, he had misjudged his d a y s  work, and 
he arrived home with too'little 'time-to dress with the particular care 
needed for such a grand occasion. It was either not wash and dress or 
be late for dinner, and he must on no account be late for dinner, so off 
he went in his workaday dress and with the 
his hands and face.
marks of his day's toil upon
When he arrived at the muhtar^ door, the rest of the guests had 
oLreadv come, and conversations bussed around the room. Curiously enough, 
no one asked the Hodja's opinion on any matter, though at other banquets 
he had been the one most solicited for c m m m  and advice. The muhtar 
himself scarcely noticed him. And when the time came for the guests
to be seated for dinner, the Hodja was placed in the spot farthest re­
moved from his host. ' ' /ISi- ' : m x
Quietiy the neglected guest excused himself from the group and hurried 
home. There he scrubbed himself from bald head to heels. Next, he attired 
namself handsomely in his new baggy trousers, an elegant shirt and vest, 
and his largest turban. Then he slipped into his new fur coat, by far
the most striking garment in all Akshehir. At last he was ready. With 
h~3 lie^d «6Id high, he presented mjuseli' again at the muhtar>s door. 
Every eye was upon him as the servants acknitec him to the house. Hisin* 
immediately, the host came to greet him, and led him straight to the 
place of honor at his own tray. As the dinner progressed, the muhtar 
addressed one question after another to his learned guest, and served 
him the finest foods as soon as they were brought in by the servants.
But to the muhtar's astonishment, the Hodja began stuffing first one 
food and then another into the generous pockets of his new coat.
"Eat, my fine coat!" he would say each time he tucked another handful 
of food into the pockets. "Eat, my fine coatf"
First the muhtar watched; then everyone watched, but no one 
could make any sense of the Hodja's strangebehavior. Finally 
the gghtar could remain silent no longer about the matter. "Hodja, 
effendi " said he, "what are you doing?"
"Ah, sire, I am but feeding the guest you invited to the ban 
quet. When I came the first time this evening, you gave me no notice 
at all; when I came the second time, you treated me as the guest of 
honor. I have not changed; I am still Nasreddin Hodja. Therefore 
it must be my far coat to which you are giving such honor. Since 
my coat is the guest of honor, it should have a fair share of this fine
